CH. vii,                       FLIGHT TO AGRA.                                63
This was the town of Furrah; it was the head-quarters
of the police and Bevenue officers of the division. The
houses of the town were on fire; the smoke rose in a tall
straight column; high in the air it spread out far and
wide, presenting the appearance of a gigantic umbrella.
An immense crowd was collected round the town, and
lines of men were approaching it from all directions,
very much in the manner in which troops of ants move
towards a lump of sugar.
After leaving the burning town, we entered a region
of ravines, bare and arid; the sun had mounted high in
the heaven, the heat was intense, and our thirst great.
It was becoming almost insupportable, when we came on
a little patch of cultivation, an oasis in the waste around.
An old man was watering his field from a freshly dug
well. We halted, and one of our men dismounted and
let down his brass pot. The water he drew up was
yellow with mud, but the old man assured us that it was
sweet and wholesome. I had read of the enjoyment of
drinking to travellers in the desert. I now realised it;
I poured pot after pot of the turbid liquid down my
throat; the sensation was delicious, but my thirst re-
mained as great as before. One of the men then advised
me merely to rinse my mouth, and this I found more
efficacious.
After this I think I must have fallen into a half doze,
for whetn one of our horsemen addressed me, I perceived
that we had left the ravines and were travelling again
over the plain. A large building rose on our left, we
turned and rode towards it. "We passed through a lofty
gateway, much fallen to ruin, and entered a courtyard.
Eanges of buildings ran round it, before the doors cur-
tains were hung. Our men shouted, a curtain was
raised, and an old man appeared. He directed us to